
THIS WOMAN 1

ISjWONOER.
Mrs, A. E. Axtell Does-140 J

Miles in a Day on
Her Wheel.

AND TELLS THE STORY. I
y<
«-v

Century Wheelmen's Run to H

Patchogue Was Not Nearly ts

Enough for Her,
<̂51

BEGAN EARLY AND ENDED LATE ,
i n

hi

Rode Half Way to Yonkers Before Startingand Finished After the Others ^
Had Concluded Their

Journey.
The Century Wheelmen of this city

made the run to Patchogue yesterday, doing103 miles on their bikes. Not contentwith this, Mrs. A. E. Axtell made 140
mites, part of it before the century, the
remainder after the others had finished, in

the upper part of this city. She made her
ron at the suggestion of the Journal, to

which paper she sent last night the followingsigned statement:
Editor of the New York Journal:
The canst of my attempting a 140 mile run

was a report that women who last year looked
on century as the goal of their ambition would
this year attempt to leave the hundred mile post
a Ion : way behind I did not establish a record
for v otrnn; as Jlrs. Rblnehart, of Denver, last
> ear covered 200 miles In a day, but I believe I
lvas the first New Yo-k woman this season to

attempt sueh a distance.
I started from the Metropolitan -Cycling Academy.Sixtieth street and the Boulevard, at
a. oi. o'clock, for while the Century Wheelmen'sthi-d annual Spring run did not belt:n until two hours later, I wanted to run off

twenty-five miles before joining the other cy
lis s on heir century run. The only person to

see me off was M. L. Brideman, the well known
Columbian expert, who was somewhat sceptical
of ability to cover the ground. I ran through

Park and half way up to Yonkers and back
ero'i: ng tli" Fro~kl~n Bridge ami Joining

enffcry ri 'era. who had gathered at the Fed!ease f ant tin. Tv -rythiny went well nn-.- srrail-r St'eain. where one rf the men
i T,o party ' 11 in front of me. The alternative

-< to run over htm or fall on hiip. perhaps
king both our wheels, so I rtitie the former

.1. tightening my grip on the handle bars, rod#
right--on. I am not n1 heavy woman, which perilif,-:nnts for .the fact that the fallen cyclist
iip.-vfiately got up, looked at me reproachfully,
pr! ro le on.
"T 1 we a number of women In the party,

; id T netted how thev stood the steady pace.
T; el did splendid! nrd it was easy to sc-e that
1'm-y »d Iwr-n tra'n'na for the event by riding
fifty and se--uity-five miles a dny during the
week. Several of them told me they had taken
this wise precaution. Q': course, the hills were
frying to them, but I think they made a credit-
lib]? showing alongside many of-the wheelmen.

TV'.! i ve counted noses at Patch'igne we found
iievir every one had survived the half-Way
Ioin,t. but on the homestretch ft was a different
toy The-e was a stiff head wind blowing,v.5"- ieb rtcde ridins positive Work. Tlie women
who hrd made such a gallant 'showing in the
fore part of the day began to show signs of

l'ng, and were very glad to be "towed."
t is, their escorts attached p. strap or pieceof't >ino from the rear of thetr wheel frames to

11. ladies' handlebars. and helped them along.
I do not mean to say every woman was forced
to accent succor, but the majority were wise
enough to take the proffered aid.
Many of the riders of both sexes fell by the

wry. !de es vf stnfefc Into the eighties and nineties.Still there was a goodly number left when
we reached Valley Stream, the finishing point.

I tf>ok a train in from Valley Stream to the
oity. as I wished to finish the remaining miles
of uij 140 arourd the upper part of the city

I-". »'< > fl- lo. a " it J \
ridden 140 miles." he slid, S3 we flashed by<;> nt's Thtab lnte last night. "Well," I replied, /"1 fee' It." A century is quite enough for an
"ordinary wheelwoman. who does not have a
chance to keep in daily practice. The next ride
I take for the Journal will be 150 miles.

MRS. A. E. AXTELL.

The Spring run of the Century Club will
go down In cycle history as the greatest
In point of attendance so far held In thiv
State. The start was made from th«
fountain at Bedford avenue and Morton ~

street, and the route to Patehogue was by b<
way of the Merrick Road and back to ValleyStream, a distance of 103 miles. There ni
were 030 riders, exceeding by 200 the tigr.afest number in any previous century M
run. ! SIThe slow division, in which there were al
400, left the starting point in bunches of E
fifty at 0 a. m.. and were followed at 81 rl
a. in. ny me last division, paced by Flunk
Starbuck and others. The run to Putchogue ai
was made on schedule time, being by way pi
of Valley Stream, Soaford, Bay Shore anil H
Patchogue. Ten minutes past noon the sf
fast division pedalled in four abreast:The run back was a race and was made ei
to Valley Stream in- two hours and ten A
minutes by E. S. Edwards, of the Century M
Wheelmen, who reached the end at 4:30. d
He was followed by Hugh McGrare, Louis bi
Moss and Henry Becker, in the order S
named. The remainder of the riders came h
in in bunches and straggling, a much t<
fatigued lot. cl
The Qrst woman to arrive was Miss

Xellle Benson, who was on a tandem with Ii
Frederick Lester. From 4:30 until 8 *
o'clock the laggards came In, and Captain E
Gibbs announced that out of the 639 start- si
ens. 410 were sum Ivors. - * H
With the exception of the strong wind

in the faces of the riders on the return "

trip and the clouds of dnst. the run was ft
Ki,.

Thirty-six members of the Riverside ^
Wheelmen, seventy of the Triumph Wheelmen,thirty of the Paramount Wheelmen S;
nd twenty-two of the Greenwich Wheel- m
ten Joined in the run. At the finish CapxinGibbs awarded first prize to the Tri- T
npb Wheelmen, and second to the River- n<
le Wheelmen, as having the greatest hi
m'.ber of survivors of any club outside
the Century Wheelmen. r:
^he women riders who started and were di
>unted survivors were Mrs. Rhelnhardt, w

Audry Edwards and Mrs. A. E, Ax- fl
h

r r<
Struck by Bicycle. Si

.Irs. Helen Martin, of No. 192 Elizabeth 8'
reet, was knocked down by a bicycle yes- e
r:l iv niton con at Broadway m d Prince
eet. She received a slight Injury to her h
bt hand. Antonla Garcia, a tailor, of r
378 Spring street, was arrested by the t
dowgal street police. a
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ELL FROM
HIS WHEEL

AND DIED.
ohn T. Clokey Expires irojr

Apoplexy While Riding
with His Niece.,

In a rear rom of the Alexander Avenu<
olice Station, John J. Clokey, a real es

ite dealer, of No. 160 Broadway, diet
isterday. He was carried there to awaii
le arrival of an ambulance from tht
arlem Hospital, but expired bet>re H
rrived. Only two blocks away,, at No
!6 East One Hundred and Fortieth street
as his home. His wife and daugbtei
ere there, expecting him for Sundaj
nner.
Mr. Clokey was very fond of bicych
ding. Every morning before breakfas?took a spin and claimed to feel muct
'tter for the exercise. He had symptom;
' apoplexy, and his physician advisei
m to give up his wheel. It was hard t<
op riding and he made his trips shorter

ft

YEST
;Ing careful .not to overtax himself.
After breakfast yesterday he took hi
sual rl<le toward West Farms. He re
trned about 11 o'clock and met his niece
isa Julia A. Kose. at the door of his home
tie is a fine wheelwoman, and had riddei
1 the way from her home at No. 221> Wes
leveuth street, to see her uncle and g<
ding with him. '

They chatted at the door a few moment
id then. Mr. Clokey volunteered to accom
iny her as far as the Third avenue bridge
r. fomnlntnpd of helntr a little tired, am
lid ho was afraid to go much further.
Together they rode along Alexander av

nue. being compelled to go single flic
t One Hundred and Thirty-ninth Vtree
!lss Rose started ahead. At One Hui
red and Thirty-seventh street she looke
110k and saw her uncle had dismounted
he started back, but before she reaclie
1m he had fallen uncouselous in the gui
sr. His wheel had toppled over on hi
lost.
Pedestrians lifted him to the sidewall
1 a few moments he recovered. His nlec
as kneeling over him when he awoke
le seemed jsmbarrassed when he saw th
tuation. me Diooa returned 10 u»s iac<

[e was able to get up himself.
"There's nothing the trouble," he sale
I can't understand how It happened.
>el well now. Come, we'll go on."
"Uncle, we had better go home," sal

ii ps Rose.
"Oh, no; I'll go to the" He neve
nished the sentence, falling to the pav(
lent.
Miss Rose screamed and was at his sld(
he crowd attracted Policeman Weingar
sr, who summoned another policeman, an
e sent in a liurry call for an ambulance.
Bystanders assisted the policeman to caj
7 Mr, Clokey to the station house, a fei
oors away. They laid him on a table. 1
ras his deathbed. The girl's eyes wer
llod with tears. She bathed her uncle'
ead. She spoke to him, but he did nc

ply. Gently she tried to arouse hire
re whispered in his ear and begged him t
peak to her. Death had sealed his lips.
A young ambulance surgeon made a nast
lamination. "Me g aeaa,' ne wuispere<
tiss Rose became hysterical and they le
er away. Coroner Fitzpatrick gave a pe
't to remove the body, and It was take
the house. Death had been caused b

poplexy.
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1 BIKERS IN
PERIL AT

THE TOMB.
i Wheelmen Glad to Escape

the Turmoil Safe as to
Life and limb.

i It was all nice and comfortable for the
wheelmen yesterday so long as they stuck

1 to the Boulevard and Riverside Drive, but
t the moment they swung into the hundred}yard circle around Grant's Tomb It began
c to dawn on them that a dead hero is a

better drawing card than any number of
live bicyclists.
As early as sun up the rank and file of

r men, women and children who wheel got
out their machines and greased up for a

long day of it. The pretty girl who glides
t by like a dream, ami whisks herself over

1 the hill when you are so warm and un'comfortable that you cannot possibly look
your best, was squeezing herself Into her

, tailor-made gown long before breakfast.

V

ERDAY'S BICYCLI
Every little boy and girl who could eascape Sunday-school was In evidence, and

the aged and Infirm who wheel solely "for
!. their health" showed up on every corner.

J When they were not gliding along the
0 asphalt, they were leaning up against

forbidden trees, biting bits out of the ats'mosphere and fanning themselves with
soggy handkerchiefs.

1 The smart young man who is too exclu,sive to belong to a club, and too proud to
be seen with the same suit more than

t once, floated along the Boulevard and
l" bowed only to ladies in horseless carriages.

In fact, the whole bicycle fraternity was

rt out, cutting all sorts of capers, except at
!- Grant's tomb. You could get any kind
8 of rider you fancied, from the scorcher to

the dignifl^il old lady who cleaves the air
e like a tomahawk and looks straight down
' the course, greatly to the mirth of thfe
® younger set. All creation was there, includingthe lgrne, the halt, and some or
I. them acted as though they were blind. In
I an endless string they poured up the drivewayand the Boulevard leading toward'
d Grant's tomb, at an angle of forty-live

degrees and wearing a well-defined bicycle
r face. It seemed as though their one and
;- individual hope was to get to the tomb

before the committee took a notion to move
». it somewhere else.
t- But when they got there it was different,
d There was 110 particular difference in the

tomb, but the wheelmen made discoveries
r- not heretofore known to exist.
,v The ebb and flow of one rider's experitence was the experience of nearly all. He
e was a very nice young man. ana naa an

s air of respectability about him, and inciitdentally an element of assurance that
; would have suggested something more subostantial in the way of recognition than he

received.
y He went up the hill on the driveway and
1. dismounted gracefully some distance from
d the tomb and evidently appreciated the
r- massive monument. Leaning on his hanndie bars, he gazed upon It as though spellybound. 'It would not have taken him all

day to look at It. tjut without warning and
/

little ceremony a blue-coated policeman "

bawled in his ear:
"Come, young feller, chase yerself."
"I'm in no one's way. and I want to admirethe tomb."
"Well, never mind. Slide. They's peoplewhat happens to be in carriages at

this point."
The conversation ended there, and the

young man moved in the direction indicatedby the guardian's club. It was not
such a bad place after all. The view was
excellent, and the young man dropped into
another interesting pose across his saddle.
"Say, there, below! Look out below!

What is the matter with you? Get out of
the way! Wow! Just missed him.'"
The voice came from above, as did three)

planks', which came tumbling down from
one of the stands on which the workmen
were putting the finishing touches. The <

wheelman made the exit of a pushcart-
man who*had sighted a cop on Park row. «

It was evident he would have to look for
some btlier point.
He Anally located himself beside a stack '

of chairs that had been piled up, awaiting
distribution. He seemed to be quite well ,

satisfied with his new situation, and again
turned his eyes in the direction of the: 1
monument. j 1
From the other side of the pile a laborer

was trying to extract a chair for his own .

use, having worked overtime and wanting
to sit down. He looked the heap over and s

grasped a 'eg that protruded from the mass s

and deliberately yanked with all ljls flight.
The result was that the pile slumped,

trembled a second, and came down like
a wreck in a furniture factory on the adV

%
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= THRONG ON T1
joining wheelman. The instant the un-
fortunate observer came to the surface he
was grabbed by a policeman, who ordered
him away for interfering with the workmen.Ho was bounced, and while attemptingto get out two or three hansom
cab drivers, a hack or two, to say nothing
of private carriages, almost ran him down
in nis tracks. His wheel, which he dragged
behind him. was buffeted from side to side
and playfully pushed by small boys and
cross men.
Finally he found himself hemmed in by

a hundred or so women lined up along
the driveway, who were commenting on
Spring hats. He was threading his way
to a safe spot when a gong struck upon
his ears, and the next instnnt the cry of
"Look out for the ambulance!" was raised
above the din. The wheelman looked to
the right and to the left, only to have
a score of excited women rush at him to
clutch the only man present for protection.
They swarmed over his wheel, clung to Ills
clothing and he was obliged to drag the
assortment to the curbing, and then get
out as best he .could.
His face bore marks of mental distress

and his attire looked like samples of mistit
bicycle haberdashery. ' In a short time he
came to the conclusion that Grant's Tomb
at present writing is no place for a wheel-1
man, and mounted his almost disabled machineand broke the record getting out of
the range and reign or terror, riunareas
of other riders followed In his tracks, droppingcarefully assorted remarks In their!
flight.
Yesterday's incidents demonstrated that

old, middle-aged and young men have
trouble of their own, and that the wheel-J
men canot be master of ceremonies three
hundred and sixty-flve days in the year.

Good Plnee for a Collision.
No more suitable place for a collision lie-

lween ureycniiBuwuiu u«.v^ .cbrjscu

yesterday, when Dominlck Radlsia, twelve
yenrs old, of No. 51 Park street, and Joe
Paris, twenty-flve, of No. .128 Flfty-seeond
street Brooklyn, came together, hend on. In
front of Hudson Street Hospital. Itadisla's
forehead was cut and Paris's nose was

spilt. They had their wounds dressed in
the hospital and went home.
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FANBE^ RIDE
ENDS IN A

WEDDING.
I

\ Young Brooklyn Coupk
Bike a Long Way to

Find a Clergyman.
This is the tale of a tandem ride tha

of fho olfnr Tt lmnnpnod on Snt

irday night, and' there was some cleve
scorching done before the agitated rideri
were transformed from a tandem to a so

liable.
The front pair of pedals were kept re

rolving by the dainty feet of Mollie Mur
iky, who had until then lived with kei
father and mother at No. 8'2 Bond street
Brooklyn. Samuel T. Morris performei
he harder work appertaining to the reai

seat, and when he leaned forward in th<
saddle he could just peep sideways int<
Mollie's sparkling brown eyes.
They had been down the Boulevard b

Coney Islauid, and on the way hom<

M

IE RIVERSIDE !
stopped at a Bath Beach hotel for dinnc
jVIollie looked so trim in her suit o" Scot"
plaid, with gaiters to match, and the wii
had touched her round cheeks with fifu<
a fine color that Samuel became genuine
tal. So did Mollie. It seemed to her th
Sam looked very nice in his uniform
the Paramount Wheelmen, and she kne
by actual experience that he was a famo
hand.or should it not be foot.on a bie
cle.
Just how it happened only Sam or M<

lie could tell, and they are both bashf
about it. The important polnj: is that win
they mounted the tandem again they d
not «teer toward Brooklyn, but toward tl
residence of Father Korke, of Bath Beac
Mollie had been brought up a Catholic ai

Samuel a Protestant. Otherwise the youi
people might* have been married long t
fore.
Father Burke was not at home. It w

late, but the roads were good and tl
' 1k.lrrl.Hr

lump uuiui:J^ L,I16lU1.'
"Do you mind if we try a Protcsta

minister this time. Mollie dear?" whisper
Sam in her ear as they wheeled off at
swift pace.
"Not a bit! Anything so long as it's

wedding," responded Mollie cheerfull
tossing her head back so that her cm
tickled the end of Sanj's nose as he be
over the handlebars.
So they rode to Blythebourne and foui

the home of the Methodist pastor thei
He >vas at home all right, but lie regard
the Rushed young tandem riders with sv

picion. "I cannot perform the ceremony
he said, "unless you show me some e'

dence that you have a right to get mi

rled." Nothing daunteo, bhhi huu mui

headed back for the Bath Beach. On arrh
at Avoca Villa Sam took Proprietor Fi
gerald into his conndence and he promis
to see that they were made one if he h
to sit up all night to do It.
"Mount your tandem," he said, "and ri

down to the parsonage of the Episcoj
Qhurch on Bay Seventeenth street. T
parson is a good fellow and a friend
mine and I'll come down there to see y
through."

It worked like a charm. The lovers w(
ushered into the cosy parlor«nnd there,
the presence of Mr. Fitzgerald, were ma
man and wife,

'^n
'police raid i

r»anki vm'<»
IL«'i%U"iU'U^B_ El V KJ

CYCLE PATH.
5 Make Forty-three Arrests for f

Riding at Over TweSve
Mites an Hour.

t. The Brooklyn park police threw out a

drag net for scorchers yesterday, and by
r sundown had captured forty-three wheel- s

3 .nen. Park Commissioner Dettmer gave or- a

ders that the public must be protected. J

Captain McNamara put on three new cycle
policemen, instructing his forces to arrest J

any wheelmen riding at over twelve miles n

r an hour on the cycle path.
, There were at least 5,000 wheels in the e

1 procession on the path in the afternoon. n

r If the tally kept at Bader's road house, °

? at the Boulevard entrance of Prospect
> Park, Is correct, the number was 5,670 r

between 2 and 0 p. in. Early in
3 the day the Cortelyou Cycle Club made Its s.
s appearance on the path, headed by Henry ^

. b
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DRIVE.
>r. A. Myer, acting captain. There were sev-
-h eral exciting races between the'police and

it] the wheelmen, who, appreciating that offi11-cers were after them, had fun by setting
at a swift pace for the cycle cops before sur^

rendering to arrest. The^ scorchers gave
ilg up their wheels as ball and rode home In
y- trolley cars. They will be arraigned be-

I
fore Justice Steers, in the Flatbiish Police
Court, this morning.

n Policemen Loss, Mehrtens, Conroy and
id McFarland, of the Park Police, had these

arrests credited to them: Philip Hauck,
Xo. 202 East Forty-ltrst street; Henry

10 Samuels, No. 120 East Twenty-sixth
street; Andrew Morrison, N'o. 70 Iiapelyea

ie* street: John Ryan, No. 591 Eleventh aveInue; Frank Mensing, No. 542 Eleventh tve^nue; Mortimer Walsh, No. 317 Nost. ud
avenue; Howard Brown, No. 1037 Bedt rd

t avenue; Henry Naylor, No. 309 West One
Hundred and Twenty-seventh street; Heniy
Mundy, No. 1022 East One Hundred anl

a Twenty-seventh Street; Sidney Roberts,
No. 238 West Thirty-fifth street; Georg*

a Windier, No. 151 Wyckoff street; Charles
y, Kermody, No. 1339 Fifth avenue; John Or-

N
Is son. No. 49 Downing street; Lew Leslie,
nt No. 06 McDougall street: Clarence C.'

Weeks, No. 119 West Thirty-fourth street,
ad and George G. Tuzln, No. 134 West
;e. Twelfth street.
"d

ERIE TO CARRY WHEELS FREE.

J,'] An Order Has Been Issued as the Result of

Legislation.
The Brie Railroad last Saturday Issued

ed an order giving the wheelmen the privilege
a<1 of carrying their bicycles free on all trains.
<je Heretofore cyclists have been obliged to
>al pay 15 cents for the transportation of their

wheels, where the rotes of fare were under
?1, and over $1 5 cents additional for every
25 cents of fare, which. In the long run,
made it expensive for a wheelman who

're had to pay his own fare as well,
in The company, however, would uever have
de given in but for the Gledhlll bicycle bill,

which, a few dayg ago, became a law.
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)iARY OF
TOTTIE

TANDEM.
?er Wheel Is Smashed, So Is
Her Engagement, and It's

AH Jack's Fault.
Sunday, April 25.

The steering head of my wheel is broken
hort off. So is our engagement. I feel

liij utaiv nui urcnu ue.vi. ii wu» an

ack's fault. I will never forgive him.
My, but riding a tandem is great fun.
ack and I took a trip on one to Claretontto-day. It was brand new, and he
ought it just for my sake. No, he didn't
ither. That's only what he said. He Is
othing but a mean flirt. He bought that
Id tandem just to keep me from watching
im make eyes at other girls. I'll never ,kle on it with liim again.
I'll have my own wheel mended and
how him that I can be independent and go
iding by myself. I despise a tandem, anyow.You can't do as you like on them,
ut have to do just what the man behind
on suyfe do.
Oh, but I didn't have to work at all when
re were going to Claremont. It was easy
o fool Jack and make him do all the
rrtvb- 1X7K.it. T,.« ........ ~..l .... 1.111 T

ould just let ruy feet rest ou the pedals
iid follow them round. He said several
imes that I was not much of a pumper,
"d 1 pretended to be very Indignant, but,
11 the same, I made him show what he
ins worth.
He deserved It, the mean thing. I would
ave done my share of the pedalling If he
adn't spent all of his time making eyes
t other girls, just because I was on the,
ront seat and had my back turned toward
lm.
I didn't notice it for a long time. It
ras on the Boulevard, at One Hundred!
nd Sixth street, that"I first caught him.'
'hat horrid McAllister girl passed us. Of
ourse she was all by herself. She always
>. And then she rides a Mockingbird
rheol, and everybody who rides at all
mows that they're no good. Elliptical
proekots, bah! I don't see'how the elliptlalsprocket adds any speed to your wheel,
uul a four-inch tread! That's fhe way
hat McAllister girl talks all the time,
ilways bragging about her wheel and
bout how she can ride.
1 don't see how she can wear those loud
iloomers. And that cap. It's all out of
tyle. Why don't she wear an Alpine. It
could suit her size so much better, if
nytlilng in fhe world could suit it.
Jack gave himself <away without thinkag.I felt the right handle bar give way,
nd I looked back to see what was_the
nattfr. Jack had taken his liana on to

aise his hat to that McAllister girl, and
vas smiling at her as If she was the only
trl 011 the Boulevard, and she was smiling
lack at him, the nikix.
"Why can't you keep your hands on the
audle bars?" 1 said to him scornfully.
"I was speaking to Miss McAllister,"

it* replied, .just as if he hadn't noticed that
didn't like it. And then he asked careesslylike, "Isn't she a graceful rider?"
"You may think so, if you like," I said,

iharply. I was about to cry then, and I

jegan pedalling hard for revenge. We
vere going, up hill, but I was so mad that
didn't notice it until we had reached the

op, and I was almost out of breath.
1 didn't speak another word until we had

learly reached the Grant Tomb. Just be^ii-.j. ..1 l.ilU.
ore we got to tne arcu ium wcj mo

ng we passed Tom Lonely and Lucile
Single. They had dismounted and were

dttlng close to each other, watching the
;rowd pass. 1 watched Jack this time and
le was just as bad. 1 never saw a man

nake eyes at a girl in my life as he did
it that Single girl. Jack always did pre:endto like her. and I know she is dying
:o cainh him. What he can see in her I
jan't understand. I don't believe she's'
is rich as they say she is, and I know she
s the worst bike rider in the Swift Wing
Jlub. Why, she doesn't know what a

rank shaft is. I heard her admit she
lidn't the other day. I don't believe she
vould know a rattrap pedal from a cylinIricalsprocket. She's ignorant.

I was so mad with Jack when we came
to the road house that I refused to disnountand have a claret punch. I'm awfully
fond of claret punch, and I was so thirsty,
aut I didn't propose to have Jack think I
ivould forgive hint for what he had done,
ind I said so that he knew I was inUo-nont-"I want to iro home."
Then he tried to laugh It off, and for a

ong time he wouldn't steer his handle
jars with mine. Whenever I would try to
turn the wheel one way he would turn It
mother, just because he Is stronger than
I. It was a mean trick, and I told him
30, and he finally saw I was mad, sure

jnough, and he took me home at a clipping
rate. Oh, but It was delicious while It
asted. I simply put my feet on the coastingguards and let him do all the work.
And no was mad by that time, and pumped
Ike an engine. Neither of us spoke a word,
ind It was delightful fun, only I was

boiling over, I was so mad. and I wanted1
to cry and thought I would every minute,
but I couldn't, wfe were going too fast.
After Jack had taken me home I had a

good long cry. and then I said I would
show him whether or not I could do wlth-;
out him. So I sent him back his letters,
and the engagement ring.oh, I hated to

part with that. I kept the opera glasses,
because my Initials are engraved on them,
and he couldn't give them to anybody else.'
And the powder-puff, too. I kept that becauseit was all mashed out of shape. And'
the name plate that he gave me for my
wheel. I kept that, too. It's lucky that
most of his presents have my Initials on

them. In the future I'll always remember
that. It's easy to have the monograms
put on things, and, of course, after they
are marked they are no good to anybody
else.

I went out by myself on m.v own wheel
to-night just to ride around tlje block, so

that if Jack called to see me Drorner wnliecould say I had gone out bicycle riding.
It was silly In me to go In those side
streets, but I didn't want to be seen on the
Boulevard alone.

I lost control of my wheel, because It
was so dark, and ran Into a carriage standingby the curb, and the steering head of
my wheel snapped short off. I took a fenrfulheader, and here I am with my face
bruised and my left ankle so badly sprained
that I wont be able to ride In a week.
T'm orlorl <-»f It Tt will teach Jack a les-

son. If I had bean on the tandem with
him It wouldn't have happened. I hope
he'il send me roses when he hears about
It. I'm tired of violets.

TOTTIE TANDEM.

BfCYCLE PARSON'S WORK.

Visits the Brooklyn Bicycle Path and Urges
Proper Dress Upon Young

Women.

The latest on the Brooklyn cycle path Is
the "Bicycle Parson." He was out yesterdayin a nondescript costume of black
broadcloth, clerical choker and widebrinmed,skiinming-dish hat.
Apprehending a young woman In bloomers,sans skirts, who was taking a rest,

the parson began.
"Sister, it grieves me to see you in such

un-Codl.v attire. Have you no regard for
the day? Let me recall to you those impressivewords, 'Remember the Sabbath
to k»ep it liolyi' "

Up and down the path the parson pedalledbut, sad to relate, he found few
convuts, although be was laboring la a«
sterll held.


